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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
As with most of my stories, | have no idea where this idea came from, | just wrote it. Special thanks to Andy 


for the second opinion! 


Bruce Dickinson dropped to one knee and touched the damp spot on the stage, rubbing his fingers over its 
telltale slickness. Another splash of water fell onto the back of his hand and he turned it over, letting the 


droplet run off in a small, chilly zigzag trail. His fingertips were dark with a greasy film of wet grime. 
OF all the things that could go wrong with a venue, why did it have to be something dangerous? 


"Look, Mr Harris - Steve - l'm sorry, but we had no way of anticipating this! Our maintenance crews are doing 


their best but we can't promise-" 


"Well they'd bloody well better move like their arses was on fire, because l'm not ‘aving any of my band break 
their necks or get electrocuted or whataveyou because your bloody roof started leaking half an hour before 
showtime" 


"Arry, calm down, l'll deal with this." That was lan, trying in vain to be the voice of reason between a hapless 
venue rep and a bullet-spitting Steve Harris. Good luck fo hm, Bruce thought. Rather you than me, pal 


He straightened and wandered to the edge of the stage, stepping over cables and switch boxes that the techs 
were hastily battening down with clear plastic sheeting. From the wings, looking up across the soaring 
emptiness of the arena, he could see water pouring in slow threads from the ceiling. It wasn't bad, not yet - 
not last-orders-on-the- Titanic or anything - but the tiny, sparkling drops were falling with a horrible 
inevitability. It had been raining for days here, apparently. Hardly surprising that the roof had sprung 
eventually. 


He watched the leaks. There were a dozen or so of them now, some just drips, others thin but steady streams 
that sparkled zirconium colours in the shafts from the spotlights. It was strange how the light could make a 
simple liquid look like solid crystal, creating the illusion of mythical splendour from the poorest of things. But 
then again, wasn't that what the rock business was all about? Maybe the rain had as much place here as they 


did. 


Somewhere in the background, he could still hear Steve's voice raised in strenuous protest. Bruce shook his 


head, half-smiling, and decided to leave him to it. 


eR 


The heat was melting his skin from his bones. The amplification was making his entire body vibrate. His throat 
was starting to ache and his calf and thigh muscles were screaming. His vision was blurring as sweat poured 


into his eyes. 
God, he loved this job. 


Microphone gripped tight in hand, Bruce took a few fast steps and launched himself at the gap between the 
two flying runways that stopped a few feet apart above Nicko's head. It was a fair jump but nothing he 
couldn't make, and he landed on the stage-right runway without so much as a stumble. He kept moving, full 
pelt, skip-running lightly along the runway and up the few steps at the end; out at the very edge of the stage 
space, high above the forest of eager hands that reached up for him. Right to the edge of the platform and 
he dropped to one knee, outstretched finger pointing somewhere toward the back of the lighting rig, and sang 
with all his heart and soul. 


At the end of the verse he vaulted to his feet, propelling himself upward on the surge of the guitars and the 
driving lift of Steve's bass. He bounced - the fans below him bounced in sympathy, grinning all over their 


faces, and Bruce grinned back as he took a step backward. 


His blood had half a second to freeze in his veins as his rear foot went out from under him. The world 
lurched, swung, spun upend in his vision like a pilot's horizon in a barrel roll. Slow motion took over as he fell; 


he tried desperately to twist, to grab for the platform, anything to stop the twenty-foot plunge onto concrete 


that was suddenly looming in front of him like a personal message from the Grim Reaper. His hand slipped on 
the edge of the runway and he knew he was going over, knew he was screaming but thank fuck he'd dropped 
the mic and nobody was hearing it, and then he was falling and he should tuck and roll but his reflexes seemed 


to be slower than treacle, slow enough that they were going to get him killed - 


Blurred impression of a flying bolt of white and blue and tanned skin, something hard colliding with him, and 
then time accelerated up to one second per second again and the jar of impact went through him to the core 
as he and his saviour hit the deck somewhere in front of the barriers. Whipcord body supple underneath his, 
taking the concrete so he didn't have to, long arms wrapped around him; and the world became blessedly stable 
again, and he went gratefully limp. 


Above him, silence expanded raggedly to fill the vacuum as his bandmates registered what had happened and 
Dream of Mirrors staggered to a graceless stop. That has to be the first bum note Harry's played this decade, 
Bruce thought, and swallowed down the laughter that would have been too close to hysteria. "Oh fuck oh 
Christ oh fuck." 


"Bruce." He was shaken, gently but firmly. "Come on, are you all right?" Graveyard harmonics right in his ear, 


the voice cold and rough and inhuman, the words and tone anything but. "Bruce?" 


"Eddie?" He gasped for air, his veins surging with adrenaline backwash as he realised that he was alive and 


mostly whole and he'd just been luckier than he deserved yet again. "Yeah, l'm all right, are you all right?" 


He felt the hands supporting him relax in relief, and heard Eddie take an unnecessary deep breath. "Watch your 
step, mate. Scared the bloody life out of me, you did" A broken half-laugh. "Don't worry about me, here, let's 


get you checked over..” 


And the paramedics were already there, friendly hands reaching to lay him out and pat him down, splints and 
bandages and stretcher at the ready. He could hear someone talking to the audience, apologising, reassuring - it 
sounded like Jan's voice, good for him. He turned his head, looking through the crowd around him. The pale and 
panicked faces of the fans watching over the security rail sent a pang of guilt through his gut. /m sorry, he 
wanted to say. Dont worry, Im all right, Im sorry | fucked up the show for you.. 


"Last thing any of them's thinking, believe me," Eddie said. He'd picked himself up now that Bruce was in good 
hands, and was kneeling by his friend's side. "All they care about is that you're not dead or crippled. Caring lot, 


your fans." He smiled, blue eyes softening momentarily to pale golden. 


"Our fans," Bruce corrected absently. "Yours too." He tried to wiggle his legs and winced at the stab of pain 
that went through his right knee. "I'm definitely not crippled here, by the way.’ 


"Glad to bloody hear it" Eddie reached down and ruffled his hair, and for once Bruce didn't feel any desire to 
smack his hand away. "Look, I'll go up and tell everybody not to panic. Steve's probably about ready to chew 
through his fretboard." 


Bruce laughed, though it made his ribs ache. "Go on. I'm sure these lovely ladies and gentlemen will take good 


care of me." 


The female paramedic who had her hand on his injured knee blushed and grinned. "Of course we will. We can't 


afford to replace you out of our paycheques, can we?" 
Eddie snorted, amused. "I'll leave you two alone together, shall |?" 
As his friend got up and headed toward the stage, Bruce lay back and closed his eyes. Everything was going to 


be all right, and he suddenly felt more exhausted than he knew what to do with. It couldn't hurt to relax just 


for a moment.. 


Part 2 


It didnt matter how much you spent on them, hotels were all the same. The only thing that changed was the 


view from the balcony. 


The demon of Iron Maiden leaned on the penthouse railing, icy blue eyes staring into the hazy distance across 
the bay. The water was choppy and steel grey with the promise of encroaching winter, reflecting the lowering, 
cloud-layered sky. The wind was blowing off the sea, and its cold claws tugged his silver hair into wild tangles. 
A human would have been rapidly freezing in the thin teeshirt and torn jeans that were the only clothes Eddie 
had bothered with, but not a hint of discomfort showed in his expression. If anything, the gaunt sinews and 


bone of his face seemed even more deathmask impassive than usual. 


He didn't react when the sliding door squeaked and someone stepped out onto the balcony, until uneven 
footsteps moved up to pause right behind him and the newcomer touched him lightly on the elbow. "Eddie?" 


"Get out of here." He didn't turn around. 


"Hey." Undaunted, the intruder held a bottle by his hand where it rested on the rail. "I brought you a drink, if 


you want it." 


There are few rules in rock, but never to refuse a free drink is one of them. Eddie took the beer and turned 


around, leaning back on the rail and balancing the bottle on it. "What do you want, Bruce?" 


Dark eyes studied him intently as Bruce looked up - and further up - at him in silence for a moment. Eddie 
returned the scrutiny, his gaze flicking over the singer's face, the pilot's jacket wrapped warmly around him, 
the crooked way he was balancing his weight to favour his bad knee. Bruce's jeans bulged slightly over the 

injured joint, betraying the strapping and bandages that were keeping him on his feet. Eddie hissed and looked 


away. 


"What's your problem?" Bruce asked bluntly. "You've been out here for ages and its not like you to get a strop 
on. What the fuck is the matter with you?" 


"Nothing!" he snarled, baring his teeth, his eyes flashing red. The sky behind him seemed to flicker dark for a 
moment, and the wind turned perceptibly colder. A fine rain began to fall, spattering them both with tiny, icy 
droplets. 


Bruce flinched, shivering, and Eddie bit a curse through his teeth. "Sorry," he gritted out. "Didn't mean to do 
that." 


"IFs all right. Just talk to me, will you? You've obviously got something on your mind, what is it?" 


Eddie growled, but this time the sky at his back stayed the same colour. "Leave it, Bruce," he said quietly, 


looking away. "It doesn't matter and you wouldn't bloody get it anyway. It's not your problem." 


"Yes it fucking well is!" Bruce snapped back, then hastily lowered his voice as Eddie's eyes flared in warning. 
"Come on," he went on more carefully, "you know how it goes. Any of us has a problem, all of us do. You know 


what Steve would say." 
"Yes, well, Steve isn't here, is he?" 


Bruce turned as though to go back through the door. "Should he be? He's only inside, | can get him right now. 
Maybe you'll talk to him. Seeing as you two have been as thick as thieves since before | was in fucking 
Samson," he added under his breath. 


"Bruce." 
"What?" 


"Wait up." He looked around again to find Eddie watching him, head bowed, eyes dimmed to the colour of copper. 
"There's no need to drag Steve out." He sounded defeated. 


Bruce relaxed. "Does that mean you'll talk to me, then?" 


Eddie turned to stare out to sea again, watching fine grey veils of rain drift in the middle distance, and for a 
moment it seemed that he wasn't going to reply. But then he spoke, his voice quiet and far away, melancholy 


as the autum wind. "Do you know how old | am, Bruce?" 


"About." Bruce trailed off. "I've no idea, come to think of it," he said in surprise. "I don't even know when your 


birthday is. Or whatever you have." 


Eddie laughed, but the sound cracked in the middle. "No, you don't, because I've never told you," he said. "lm 
not going to tell you now, either, but trust me, I'm old. Older than you could imagine." His fingers played 
absently on the rail as he spoke, the tiny sparking sound of his claws on the metal underscoring the quiet 
cadences of his voice - like Steve, Bruce noticed, he tapped his fingers in triplets. 


‘I've been everywhere, Bruce. I've done everything. I've lived through cataclysms that you people don't even 
remember in your legends any more. I've seen battles that made bloody Flanders fields look like a scrap in a 
sandpit - | fought in those battles, and | survived, and I'll tell you something, | bloody enjoyed it, too." He threw 
a glance over his shoulder, pinning Bruce with a crimson stare, daring him to criticise. "I've been forgotten, I've 
been nobody, I've lived in alleys and eaten rats. I've been famous before now and | probably will be again. It all 


comes around." He paused. "But you know what I've never had any time before the last thirty years?" 
"What?" 


"ve never had the kind of friends who'd poke me in the arm, give me a beer and ask me what's up." He sighed, 


baring his teeth in a wry smile. "Nobody treats me that way. Nobody ever has. Like l'm just - just one of 
them, rather than a monster or a demon or whathaveyou. Everyone's always kept me way out at arm's length 


and | always did the same right back. Stuck to my own kind -" 
"Your own kind?" Bruce interrupted him. "There are more of you out there?" 
"Used to be." A shadow flickered across Eddie's face, his eyes dimming. "Not so many, not any more." 


"But -" Bruce looked stricken. "I always thought, well, | assumed." He faltered. "Creatures like you, you can die? 
And not just get up again the way you always do?" 


"We can, yes. Not easily, and it's not like what you'd call dying, but we can, and sometimes we do. Not me, 
though," he added quickly, seeing Bruce's face. "Not any time soon, anyway, | can tell you that much." He sighed. 
"Which," he added very quietly, "is kind of the problem." 


The pain in his voice was so tangible that Bruce winced. "Oh, fuck, l.. Look, I'm not getting this, I'm really not. 


Can you pretend I'm stupid and run it past me with a few more footnotes?” 


"Pretend Bruce is stupid. Check" Eddie counted the point off on one long finger and raised his eyeridges, a half- 
smile tugging at his mouth that vanished as swiftly as it appeared. He took a deep breath that he didn't need 
before turning and facing his friend straight on. 


"Look at it this way, Bruce, mate. How would you bloody feel if you knew that you were going to outlive 
everyone you cared about by at least a few hundred years and there's nothing you can do fo stop them 


dying” 


Silence fell between them. Bruce opened his mouth and shut it again several times, looking more and more sick 


every time. "Fuck," he said at last, very quietly. "| never thought - oh, hell, Eddie!" 

"Every fucking time," Eddie said, his voice cracking. "Every time something happens to one of you guys, | 
remember that. Like last night. | was quick enough, but if | hadn't been there, you'd have broken your bloody 
neck" There was no comfort in his tone - he was stating a blunt truth, and they both knew it. 

"But you were there," Bruce said fiercely. "That's the whole point, isn't it? Every time something like that 
happens, you've always been there. And don't think we don't appreciate it, because we do." He shook his head. 
"You're like our guardian angel or something. Better than that. You do enough!" 


"| don't!" 


There was a reason why Eddie didn't usually raise his voice, and it was that there were pitches and harmonics 


in it that were physically painful to humans. Bruce flinched, his hand going to his temple. "Ow! Careful." 


"| don't," Eddie repeated, but quieter now, sorrowful. "I can't. | can stop accidents and | can fight people and l'm 


quicker and stronger and tougher than all of you put together a dozen times over, but there's stuff | can't do 
anything about. Look at poor bloody Clive in a fucking wheelchair, how do you think | feel about that? | can't do 
any more about that than - than you canl 


"It didn't used to be so bad. | mean, thirty years ago, you lot all bloody thought you were going to live forever 
anyway and | could just kid myself | believed it. But I've spent those thirty years watching, Bruce." He looked 


away. "And the more | watch, the more l'm not part of it." 


"Okay, now | don't know what you're talking about” Bruce's expression was shellshocked, but he'd found his 
voice again. "How can you say you're not part of Maiden? You're more part of this band than anyone." He put 
his hand on Eddie's arm, feeling bone and tendon and rough wet skin at once unnatural and familiar under his 


touch. "Bloody hell, to millions of people out there you are Maiden, mate. What are you on about?" 


Eddie tensed, but didn't draw away from his hand. "Maiden, yes," he said, still looking at the sea. "l'm Maiden all 
right, as much as Steve is. But I'm not one of you." He turned to Bruce. “All right, answer me this. How much 


different am | to the day you met me in eightyone?" 


"What?" Bruce looked him up and down, taking in the long, clean lines of Eddie's frame, the familiar ripped blue 
jeans and white shirt, the bone-bleached hair starting to go to yellowed rattails in the rain, the tombstone 
teeth that currently weren't showing their usual grin. There wasn't much to choose, really. There was the 


bolted metal plate on Eddie's forehead that had been there ever since Piece of Mind but Bruce knew that was 
an affectation - there had never been anything underneath it that wouldn't have healed in half a day. 


And as for personality, well, Eddie was Eddie. He never bloody changed, that was one of the reasons everyone 
liked having him around. "Not much," Bruce admitted. "Give or take a few scars here and there, and you're 


about the same, | think. | know | was glad you were still there when | came back," he added, more gently. 


"Dead right," Eddie said quietly. "| haven't changed in the slightest. And you know what? In that same time I've 
watched you and Steve and Dave and H and Nicko and Jan.. I've watched you all change every bloody day. I've 
watched you fall in love and get married and have kids and get divorces. I've watched you learn your new riffs 
and then forget how to play the old ones. I've seen your bloody hair start turning grey, or in your case a load 
of it get hacked off, and why you did that I'll never fucking know but that's not the point," he said quickly 
before Bruce could protest. "The pont is, I'm as good as immortal, and you aren't. And." He cleared his throat 
roughly. "And unlike everyone else I've ever known, | care enough about you bunch of nutters that that 


actually matters to me." 

Bruce opened his mouth, and closed it again. Because, really, what the fuck did you say to someone who was 
going to lose everything, when you were one of the things he was going to lose? He met Eddie's eyes for a 
moment, and had to look away. 


The silence got longer. Bruce blinked the rain out of his eyes. Eddie just stared at him. 


"Oh, fuck it," Bruce said, and stepped forward and put his arms around his friend. 


And that was - well. Nobody hugged Eddie. It just wasn’t done, even when everyone was at their most 
exuberant. Hanging off each other's shoulders in a sweat-sodden gaggle was one thing, but nobody ever went 


more up close and personal than a backslap or a high five with the Evil Undead - although, Bruce realised, 


come to think of it he had no idea why that was. 


Which was probably why Eddie froze for what seemed like a very long moment before untensing and 
awkwardly hugging Bruce back. The singer shivered, nerves twitching in animal unease as a strength that could 
rip sheet steel was bent upon him; but he could feel how careful Eddie was being, that he was being handled 
like he was worth a king's ransom and then some. He relaxed, fingers settling over the ridges and curves of 
Eddie's ribs, resting his head against Eddie's chest. Eddie bent his own head down, his hair falling forward; silver 


silk, brushing against Bruce's nose. 


"You know," Eddie said, with a catch like laughter in his voice, "| don't remember ever having friends that did 


that either." 

"Maybe you were due for it, then," was all Bruce could think of to say. 

Eddie snorted. "You're as daft as a brush, Dickinson" Strong hands gently disengaged him from the embrace 
and moved him back a pace, but remained resting on his shoulders. "The things you mortals do when you're 
trying to sort things out-" 

"Don't knock it," Bruce said. "We have to work with what we've got, you know?" 

"That's fair," Eddie admitted. 

"It should be Steve having this conversation," Bruce said inconsequentially. "He's the one who reckons we're all 
immortal on the inside." Words came unthought to his lips and he sang them, voice soft through the rain and 


wind: "fd lke fo think that when I die, HI get a chance, another try." 


Eddie shook his head, but his lips drew back off his teeth in a smile and Bruce felt a surge of relief at the 
familiarity of it. "Daft, | tell you," he said as Bruce let the song fade away. 


"Who, me or Harry?" 

"Every last blasted one of you. Don't know how I'd cope with spending eternity with you buggers anyway." 
Eddie's eyes narrowed, sparking briefly red - then he blinked and laughed. "Thanks, mate," he said, taking his 
hands from Bruce's shoulders. "Thanks." 


Bruce looked at him in honest confusion. "So what'd | do?" 


Eddie tipped his head to one side, grinning. "Just reminded me of a few things, that's all” 


"Like?" 


"Like, life's too bloody short for moods like this." He glanced at the railing beside him, looking pleasantly 
surprised to discover that he'd left a full bottle of beer standing on it. "Cheers," he added, picking it up. 


"Cheers," Bruce answered with a smile. "So does that mean can we go back inside and stop standing around in 


the cold now?" 

"Gimme a minute." Eddie tipped his head back, draining the beer in one long pull and throwing the bottle over 
his shoulder in a single smooth motion. The empty vessel spun as it arced out over the rail, drawing the eye, 
glinting briefly in the shaft of sunlight that somehow found its way down through the clouds at just the right 
second. Somewhere a long way below them, there was a bright, brittle crash of breaking glass. 

"Eddie. What if there'd been some poor bastard on the street down there?" 

Eddie shrugged easily. "There wasn't" 

"How do you-" 


"Trust me." He shoved himself off the rail, taking a step towards the door. 


Bruce smiled as he turned to follow. "Actually," he said, "I do.” 


